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last moment two fine carriages drove down at full speed
to the wharf and there deposited King Kalakaua and
a party of his native musicians. There was but a
minute for good-bye and a parting glass, for Kalakaua
had none of Ori's scruples over champagne. The king
returned to shore and stood there waving his hand,
while from the musicians, lined up on the very edge of
the wharf, came the tender strains of a farewell.lete his
